
Thttfiojl Trdgtdj 

Mv love ai deepcj the ^ 

Anon good Nurfc ,fweet J 1 ^o«»w^«ebetrue . 

Stay but a little, 1 will come againe. 

il. Obleffedbleffed night, 1 amafeard^ 

Beilin night, all this is but adteatne, 

WhS-c S will pe^ 

I comeanon:but ifthoumeanftnot well, Madaiia 

I doebefeech thee fby and by Icome) , 

Toceafc tby fait, and leave me to my grictc, 

To morrow will 1 fend. 

So thrive my (bale. 

JhI. a thonfand times good-night. 

Jlom. Atboabnd times the worfe to want ^ 

Love goes toward love as Schoole-boyes fromthar^keS, 

But love from love toward Schoole. with heavie lookes. 

E^ter Juliet 
OforaFalknersvoice, 

To lure this Taflel gentle backe againe : 

Bondage is hoarfe, and may not fpcake aloud, 

Elfe would I teare the cave where Echo lyes. 

And make her ayric tongue more hoarfe than mine. 

With repetition ofmy 

It i s my love that ca Ils upon my name : 

How filver fweet found Lovers tongues by night ? ' 

1 rn arrendin^ eares. 


^ul. "Romeo. 

Rom.}Ay Deere. 

?«/• Wnataclocketomorrow ^ „ 

Shall 



»f Romeo a»d Juliet . . 

Shall I fend to thee? , 

ittfw. By the houre offline. 

Jftl. I will not faile, 'tis twentie yceres till then s 
1 have forgot why I did call thee backe. 

T^w.Let me ftand here till thou remembwit. 

Jul. I {hall forget to have thee ftill ftand there, 
Rcmembring how I love thy company, 

Rom. And Tie ftill ftay, to have thee ftill forget. 
Forgetting any ocher home but- this . 

JhI. Tis almoft morning,^ would have thee gone. 
And yet no farther than a wantons bird^ 

That lets it hop a little from his hand. 

Like a poote prifoner in hi s twifted gyves, ^ 

And with a filken thred plucks it backe againe; 

So loving jealous of his^ liberty. 

Iwould I were thy bird.' 

JhI- Sweet fo would I, 

Yet I fliould kill thee with much cherifoing : 

Good night, good night. 

Parting is fuch fweet forrow. 

That I (hall fay good night nil it be morrow. 

Ro. Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in thy breaft. 
Would I were fleepe and peace fo fweet to reft. 

Hence will I to my ghoftly Friers clofe Cell, 

HishelDC to crave, and mv dcerc hap to telL 


Enter Frier alonemth a Biuket. 

Fri. The grey ey*d mornc fmilcs on the frowning night. 
Checkring the Eaftcrn clouds with ftreakes of light : 

And fleckeld darkneffe like a drunkard reeJes, ^ 

From forth dayes path, and 7Vf4»/burfting whceles. 
Now ere the funne advance his burning eye. 

The day to cheere , and nights danke dew to dry, 

3 muft upfill this OfierCkge of ours. 

With balefuH weeds, and preciousjuiccdflowcrs. 

The earth that's natures mothet^in her Tombe j 
What is her burying Grave, that is her wombe : 


